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THE  WOODMAN. 


The  Woodman's  life,  tho’  doom'd  to  toil, 
Is  blest  beyond  what  wealth  can  give.} 

And  dear  to  trim  his  native  soil. 

That  bids  him  independent  live. 

And  if  a  care  the  morning  knows. 

That  frowns  upon  his  humble'lot. 

How  sweet  at  eve  the  calm  repose, 

That  smiles  upon  the  woodman's  cot. 

At  early  day  he  loves  to  hear  -  . 

The  cheerful  song  that  swells  around  ; 

The  sweetest  music  to  his  ear,— 

To  list  the  falling  axe  around. 

And  tho’  some  carehis  labour  know§, 
Yet  health  and  freedom  are  his  lot ; 

And  sweet  at  eve  the  calm  repose. 

That  smites  upon  the  Woodman’s  cot. 


THE  GALLEY  SLAVE. 

* 

Ob,  think  on  my  fate,'  once  I  freedom  enjoy'd. 
Was  as  happy  as  happy  could  be, 

But  pleasure  is  fled,  even  hope  is  destroy  d, 

A  captive,  alas !  on  the  sea. 


i vAri*  PfJ  c??o  /po.j 

.  ;  3  ;  -  ^  \?’l 

I  was  ta’en  by  the  foe,  ’twas  the  fiat  of  fate. 

To  tea*  me  from  her  I  adore,  > 

When  thought  brings  to  mind  my  once  happy  sfote, 

I  sigh,  while  I  tag  at  the  oar. 


Hard,  bard  is  my  fate,  ab,  how  galling  my  chain, 

My  life’s  steer’d  by  misery’s  chart  $  , 

And  though  ’gainst  nay  tyrants  I  scorn  to  complain, 
Tears  gash  forth  to  ease  my  sad  heart. 

I  disdaitf  e’en  to  shrink,  though  I  feel  the  sharp  lash  y 
Yet  my  breast  bleeds  for  her  I  adorej 
While  around  me  the  unfeeling  billows  will  dash, 

I  sigh  and  tog  at  the  oar.  * 

How  fortune  deceives $  I  had  pleasure  in  •  tow,  *** % 

The  port  where  she Jd welt  wrs’d  in  view.j 
But  the  wish’d  nuptial  morn  was  o’ercloadedwith  woe. 
And,  dear  Anna,  I  hurried  from  you. 

Our  shallop  was  hoarded,  and  I  borne  away, 

To  behold  my  dear  Anna  no  more, . 

But  despair  wastes  my  spirits,  my  form  feels  decay, 
He  sigh'd  and  expir’d  at  the  o*r* 

*  ■  mi  t 


I’M  WE£L  SAIR’D  WI»  SPUNK. 

I’m  weal  sair’d  wi'  spank,  abd  I'm  braid,  add  I’m 
brawny, 

I'll  dare  the  warst  blast  that  roars  over  ypn  law. 
And  1  hope  to  see  grey  hairs  to  set  me  down  canny, 
And  crack  o’er  my  sninftie^  and  winter  and  a’. 
Ueeze  me  on  eild  !  it’ssae  cabty  and  hearty, 

To  see  the  auld  cairlsywi*  bonnets  sae  grab’  y 


How  they’ll  joke  wi'  the d&fEfcst/ Jiihd  koiglfwi*  tfcf 
loudest,  ,  :  'V'::i  (vj 

Wliff#  file  fife- lights  their  eyes/fifcoa  flatsh  ib 
pan.  *4'  sin?**"  ;<;•</::  .V  • 

There's  Mungo  M^Terlane,  the  laird  6*  DTnmgarlin, 
A  birsy  auld  hei'bd'ToUrscdrt  afithflitej- 
vBiftrflWrvrfeldl  Hls'jSng  arm;  and  lie'll 'ltndclr  down 
his  story,  V  .  'i  ::  ' :  5  l";.  r</?  rr* 

Add  keep  hbr  kta  grim*  wi*  the  giegge'st  all  ve. 
There's.  Michael'1  the  ;  sodger,  whir'  fought  wt‘  the 
retels,^'  '  ■■  ■  vl‘. 

And  lost  his  best  leg  just  a  wee  or  they  ran  $ 

But  he  has  ajie  o'  wud,,aud  he  gars  it  play  thud, 

And  whaf  there's  a3  stea*;  Michael's  aye  in  the  van. 

There's  auld  t>aviO  Cdrri6,  and  Lsralrie  fris  couein, 
They  have  seeh'ifcf^^ua^s;  ail’d Wd siller  anid  lea*  ; 
But  they're  alf-Hahd  ahd  jolly,  and  wisdom  attd  ^onour, 
Fu‘  nqbly  are  trdc^oh  ^Kf^^Fot^Mads  ske  ha’re'i s 
Here's  t^e’  M‘ Fam££j  ihy‘  hti;6e#,:; '  •./ 

The  v#>  le  o‘  the  KiSftri'p^el  wurdie  a  ickn  j 
Ye're  the  relics,  and  proofs  o'  eur  auld  Scottish  nation  $ 
O  !  the  crony  o'  cronies,  a  cracky  auld  man.. 


'  ''  ~ jock  or  !FfAz^DE'A#] v  6f“  '■*'  1 

•  .  r i'.’  *urro  Wi-nr*  ^ *1#  &i$b  ;rl 

‘I  W-hy  toM**  <4  ^va-fc/. 

i’ll  w'iwtemjymsH&ftoi  »*  ^  i 

And  yij  sliall  *:««  wh  W-sT 


r 


And  ye  shall  b 
Sae  cotohlf 
Bat  ay*  she  Jo 
For  Jock  o* 


L’&jrivUJ  m 

hfcnJsk 


“  Now  let  this  ^rilfbl  gib 

AndA%mffmk% 

Yeung  Frank  is  chief  of 

His  step  is  first.ia  pekoe' 
His,  sword  in  battle  ke 
But  aye  she  l6ot  tfie-tkat 
For  Jocfa  o*  Hazeldeai 


Nnr  braid  tof4ind  yM#<tttrir, 

Nor  mettel'd  hef&d,  hot  itianag‘d  bi 
Nor  palfrey  fresh^d  fidt*. 
And>you,  the  foremost  o*  them  &% 

ij^agsgsa-m? 

For  Joek  o‘  ^fttsldekn.^:  c 


The  kirlkr 


And  dame  anAjta 
They  eouglit  her  botl 
The  lady  was  not 
Shafs.etps 
Wi‘  look  o 


6 


WILLIAM’S 

'Twm  when  the  sud*s  decliniftgbeam, 
Had  sought  it‘s  watery  b^j  ' 

Its  less’aing  face,  a  sickly  gleam 
Of  pale-ros'd  blushes  spread ; 

All  «n  the  sile&t  aholre,:  ;  ^ 

For  William  «?gh‘d  for  - *'  11 

Whom  William  did 


With  trembling  arms, .  he 
Apd  prest  her  t*  uU  few*  Mi 
What  transient  joys  fond  lovers  taste, 
When  doom’d  alas  1  te  part. 

The  trickling  tear  in  silence  falls 

And  William  on-his  Jfancy  calls. 

And  heaves ’the  bitter  sigh.  v 


' ' P, 


jenny  the  maib  of  the 


:tet  * ' 


The  lasses  of  Scotland  are  benny  and  free. 

The  maidens  of  Erin  ere  lair,  v 

The  sweet  girls  of  Britain  are  lovely  to  See. 

And  let  them  dferty  it  *hd  dare;  - 
Bat  the  fairest ;  efla&tt  that,alltboSe  sttoasses. 
Is  Jenny  the  Maii  of  the  Moor,  ■ 

Sweet  Jenny,  df  4r  JfelisyiV '■  : » 

Sweet  Jenby  the  Maid  df  the  Modr.  • 

The  lasses  of  Scotland  are  tendfe*  and  »«», 

The  maidens  of  Erba  arc  hibd,  ^ 


The  sweet  girlsoflBritain  canmsnarchs  subdue, 
.  And  lovely  hi  person  and  mmd ; 

Yet  thp  fairest  oflasses  tbatnil  these  surpasses, 
Is  Jenny  the  Maid  of  the  Moor. 

Sweet  Jenny,  &$. 


The  lasses  of  Scotland  are  famVl^and  near, 


The  maidens  of  Erin  breathe  love,  ./ 
The  sweet  girls  of  Britain  to  firitees  are  dear, 
And  soft  as  the  dovfn  on  the  dove. 

Still  the  fairest  of  lasses  that  all  those  surpasses, 
Is  Jenny  the  Maid  of  the  Moor.  ■ 

Sweet  Jenny,  &c. 


OH !  LADY  FAIR, 


Ob,  Lady  fair,  where  art  thou  roaming, 
The  sun  is  Bonk,  the  night  is  coming, 
Stranger,  f  go  o'er  moor  and  mountain. 
To  tell  my  heads  at  Agnes'  fountain. 


And  who  is  the  man  with  his  white  locks  flowing  ? 
Ob',  Lady  fair,  where  is  be  going  ? 

A  wand’ring  pilgrim,  weak  I  falter, 

♦  To  tell  my  beads  at  Agnes'  altar. 


Chill  falls  the  rain,  night  winds  are  blowing, 
Dreary  and  dark  is  the  way  we  are  going, 
Fair  Lady  wait  till  morn  hag  blushes,  •> 
I’ll  strew  for  thee  a  bed  of  rashes. 


